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Whom with that David he laid trains to slay

Aforetime, and again made vaunt but now

In the queen's sight to slay him; or so herself

Gave word to the earl, and willed him make demand

Of the king's own false fearful mouth j hut he,

Whom thus perchance she sought to make the sword

To pierce her husband, modestly bespake

Before her.face this caitiff like a friend,

And was put off with faint excuse ; and yet,

Heart-wrung to see him stand or any man

Fast in her favour, like one sick with grief

The king flies forth to Glasgow, where apart

His father's head is hidden ; and there as here

He sits not in men's sight now royally,

But with some six or eight goes up and down

Even where he lists, and none takes note of him ;

While the miscounselled queen, grown high in mind,

Holds privy commerce with the brood o' the Pope

Whose plots corrupt the northward English air,

And with the murderous Irish, to put out

The live light of out God from sea to sea

With insurrection of the fires of hell

And smoke of slaughter; meantime she reclaims

Of the English queen for prisoners to her hand

The death-doomed lords in exile ; and men say

They find scant countenance of the southern court;

Yet they think not she will deliver them.

Second Burgess.    One is there hath found sure

deliverance ;
No chain of man's can mark him prisoner more,